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Take no care for it; though it be sweet in you

And gracious, to show care of your worst foes

You have on earth; that would have driven you forth

A shameful rebel to your cousin queen

And naked of our foreign favour here

That clothed you with unnatural royalty

And not your proper purple.    Forth; you say

I have done this wrong ?

Darnley.                      I do not say you have done

Wise work nor unwise ; but howbeit, I say
I had no part in aught of it, nor knew
With what a spur's prick you provoked her spleen
Who is not stingless to requite it you,
Nor with what scant pf reason.

Queen.                                    Tis sad truth,

She shows no less disquiet mind than yours
Nor a less loud displeasure ; she was kind,
She says, well-willed to meward, but,my sins,
Unkindliness, and soul's obduracy,
Have made her soft heart hard; and for this fault
She will not ever counsel me again,
Nor cease to comfort my dear brother's need
With gold and good compassion : and I have
Even such a sister as brother of her as him,
And love alike and am like loved of them.
He wills me well, she swears, as she herself,
And, I'll re-swear it, she wills as well as he.

Darnley.    Ay, we know whence this well-spring of

your will
Takes head and current; who must have brave wars